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from every aspect. The temptation was almost irresistible.
Litvinoff would not advise me; he listened to my arguments,
agreed with all of them, those for and those against.
I wrestled in my own mind far into the small hours. When
I decided not to go, my intense desire broke back and upset
everything* I knew that as the only woman on Trotzki's
train, I should be conspicuous. I had come to Russia as an
artist, and in the face of what seemed insuperable difficulties
had accomplished my purpose and was esteemed a serious
woman. Might not the good effect be lost if I gave way to this
dazzling temptation ? It was absurd to suppose that in such
a crisis, within sound of the guns, General Budienny would
consent to sit to me. (I could not affect in those days to be a
journalist!) My presence would be explained only in one way,
and it was a way that might do Trotzki harm as well as myself.
In the end I sacrificed a great adventure td a vain convention,
and a life-long regret. It was the hardest and most repugnant
decision I ever made. At three a.m., when the fire was a
mere heap of cinders, I decided to preserve Trotzki as a
memory. Then for the first time Litvinoff said, " You are
right!"
Forty-eight hours later I heard that Trotzki was still in the
town; it was more than I could bear. I hurried to Litvinoff
and begged him " Telephone, quick, quick, that I will go/'
Litvinoff telephoned but Trotzki's train had left ten minutes
earlier.
XIV
A few days later two Communists, one I did not know, the
other I hardly knew, fetched me in a car to choose the long-
promised coat. It forms an experience that cannot go un-
mentioned. Vanderlip told me that unless I managed to secure
a sable, he for one would never speak to me again 1 This
threat did not affect me as it was meant to, for since the
departure of Trotzki without me, for which I blamed Vanderlip,
I spoke to him only on occasions of necessity, such as when
we exchanged a new tooth brush for a box of pills.

